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She hath donned a robe of rich smaragdine shawl,
So her lissom form is grown a cypress tall.
Wdsif, graceful in their grace her motions all.

Like a brilliant gleams and glows her beauty bright.

Sharqf. [435]

With waist so spare;
Beyond compare.
Meet praises rare;
So passing fair.

Thy visage glows;
Thy face, the rose;
Thy like who knows?
So passing fair.

Come, sweetest, best,
Entwine my breast,
By naught distrest;
So passing fair.

With winsome ways,
Thou charm'st always,
Most worthy praise;
So passing fair.

O figure slight
Of beauty bright,
My eyes' delight;
So passing fair.

Sharqf. [436].

Since, O wanton bright and gay,
Thou hast led my heart astray,
Cast these scornful airs away,
Blithe and merry let us play.